


















mean. Rotates as if
on a spit. Suddenly
too much heat and
she slips under sand.
Names the day 









and bitten. Love 
is not discussed. 
She climbs into 
her corners. A 
little fact: Lizard 


















When her tongue 








tile. Silent as a
devotee—when 



















I’ll trade you dreams
for poems says L.




that rain says L.
As promised
*It’s mostly the wind
carrying me, she
shouts down to the
businessmen. See
look I’m falling as
we speak. But it’s

















You are here in
everymap
